Timon of <iA tbcns. 


Plucke the grauc wrinkled Senatefrom the Bench, 

And rainiftcr in their fteeds, to generall Filthcs. 

Conuert o thTnftant grcene Virginity, 

Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankrupt^tiold faft 

Rather then render backc ; out with your Kniues, 

And cut your Trufters throates. Bound Seruaats, fteale, 

Large-handed Robbers your grauc M afters are, 

And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Matters bed, 

Thy Miftrts is o'th'Brothell, Some of fixecen, 

Pluckc the lyn'd Crutch from thy old hmping Sire, 

With it, beate out his Braincs, Piety,and Fcare, 

Religion to the Gods, Peace, Iuftice, Truth, 

Domefticke awe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, 

Jnftru£hon, Manners, My fterics^and Trades, 

Degrees, Obferuances,Cuftomes, and Lawes, 

Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet Confufion Hue : Plagues incident to men, 

Your potent and infectious Feauors,hcape 

On Athens ripe for ftrokc. Thou cold Sciatica, 

Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may hale 

As lamely as their Manners. Luft,and Libcrtie 

Creepein the Mindes and Marrowcs of our youth, 

That 'gainft the ftreame of Vcrtue they may ftriue, 

And drovvne thcmfclucs in Riot. Itches,Blaines, 

Sowcailth'Athenianbofomes, and their crop 

Be generall Leprofie : Breath infe£t breath, 

Tbat their Society (as their Fricndfhip) may 

Be mecrely poy ion. Nothing lie beare from thee 

But nakedneffc, thou deteftable Town?, 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Banncs : 

Tmon will to the Woods, where he fhall finde 

Th'vnkindeft Beaft,more kinder then Mankind? • 

The Gods confound (hearemeyou good Gods all) 

Th* Athenians both within and out that Wall % 

And graunt as Timon growes,his hate may grow 

To the whole race of Mankinds, high and low. 

Amen* Exit, 

Enter Steward with two or three Serums. 

I Heare you M.Steward,where's our Matter? 
Arc we vndone, caft oft* nothing remaining ? 

Stem Alack my Feilowc5,whst fhould I fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods^ 
lam as poors as you. 

1 Such a Houfe broke? 

So Noble a Mafter faloe, all gone, and not 
One Friend to tak c his Fortune by the armc, " 
And go along with him. 

2 As we do turne our backes 

From our Companion, throwne into his graue, 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes \ 
Slinke all away, leaue their falfe Vowes with him 
Like empty purfes pickt; and hispoore felfe 
A dedicated Beggar to the Ayre, 
With his difcafc,of all jfhunn'd paucrty, 
Walkcs like contempt alone* More of our Fellowcs, 
Enter ether Ser Hants, 
Stew. All broken Implements of a ruin'd houfe, 
3 Yet do our hearts wearc Timons Liuery, 
That fee I by our Faces- : we are Fellowes ftill, 
Seruing alike in forrow : Lcak'd is our Barkc, 
And we poore Mates, ttand on the dying Decke, 
Hearing the Surges threat : we rouft allpart 
Into this Sea of Ayre. 
Stew. G©od Fellowes alij 


Oh the fierce wretchednefle that Glory brW^i 
be from wealth exemVrf 
iches point to Mifery and Conterri Pt ? i] 
Who would be fo mock'd with Glorv or L f: 
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The htcft of my wealth He fliarc amonp'ft vol 
Where eucr we (hall mcetc, for Timons fake 
Lets yet be Fellowes. Let's fliakc our head, . a. 
As l twere a Knell vnto our Matters Fortunes ^ 
We hauc fcene better dayes. Let each take f 
Nay put out allyour hands : Not one word m** % 
Thus part we rich in forrow,parting poore 

Embrace *«fy*rt fever*!! » ajes 
brir 
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But in a Drcamc of Friendftip, G1 ° ry,0r Co 
To hauc his pompc, and all what ftate comnoun^ 
But oncly painted like his varniflht Friends : ' 
_ _ , . ^* ^ brought 

lowe oyhisownAk-. 
Vndone by Goodnefle : Strange vnvfuall blood ' 
When mans worft finne is, He do's too much r , 
Who then dares to be halfe fo kindc ag* n ? d * 
For Bounty that makes Gods, do fiill marre w 
M y deercft Lord, bleft to be moft accurft 
Rich oncly to be wretched ; thy great Fo/tuncs 
Are made thy chccfc Affliftion.. Alas (kindc Lord} 
Hec s flung to Rage from this ungrateful] Seatc 
Of monftrous Friends : 
Nor ha's he with him to fupply his life, 
Or that which can command it s 
He follow and enquire him our. 
He cuer fcrue his minde, with my beft will, 
Whilft I haue Gold 3 Hebe Ms Steward fhlh 


hit 


Enter Tmon in the woods. 


Tim. Obleffed breeding Sun, draw from the canh 
Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Orbc 
J nfe& the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombc, 
Whole procreation, refidence, and birch 3 
Scarfe is diuidant $ touch them with feuerall fortunes, 
The greater fcornes the lefler. Not Nature ' 
(To whom all fores lay ficge) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature* 
Raife me this Begger,and deny't that Lord, 
The Senators fhall beare contempt Hereditary,' 
The Begger Natiue Honor. 
It is the Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides, 
The want that makes him leaue: who dares? who da/cs 
In puritie of Manhood (land vpright 
And fay, this mans a Flatterer. If one be, 
So are they all : for euerie grizc of Fortune 
Is fmooth'd by that below. The Learned pate 
Duckes to theGolden Foole. All's obliquie : 
There 'snothing leuell in our curfed Natures 
But direct villanie. Therefore be abhorr'd, 
All Feafts, Societies,and Throngs of men. 
His fccnblablc, yea himfelfe Timon difdaincs, 
Deftru&ion phang mankindc ; Earth y celd me Rootcs, 
Who feekes for better of thee, fawce his pallate 
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is hcere? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering,preciousGold ? 
No Gods, I am no idle Votarift, 
Roots you cleere Heauens, Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white 5 fowle,faire; wrong, right; 
Bafe, Noble ; Old, young ; Coward,valiant. 
Ha you Gods ! why this? what this, you Gods? why this 
Will lugge your Priefts and Scruancs from your fides: 
Plucke ftout mens pillowes from below their heads. 

r Thii 


Timon of aJtbens. 
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^ t rhehoare Leprofie adort, place Theeucs, 


ioc them Title, knecand approbation 


^fhSeni'tors on the Bench : This is it 
S r makes the wappen'd Widdow wed again* 5 
If!, whom the Spittlc-houfe, and vlccrous 'ores, 
Sd caft the gorge at. This E-balmes and SpK^ 
;\ b ' Ap rtlidayagiine. Comedamndba.cn, 
111 common whore of Mankindc, that putici oddei 
1 notio the rout of Nations, I will make thee 
SrightNature. March tfrre a? . 

ut? A Drumme ? Thwart quicke, , 
t cye r lie bury thee : Thou c g 0 (ftrong Tncefc; 
0 C oGowty keepers of thee cannot ftand : 
fjay ftay thou out for earneft. 

Bter Aletbides with Drummc and Fife in warlike manner, 
' wd PhrynUavdJimandra* 

Jlc. What art thou there ? fpeake.. 

JM, A Beaft as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy hart 
For ihewing mc againc the eyes of Man, 

jtlc. What is thy name? h man fo hatefull to thee, 
That art thy felfe a Man* ^ ^ 

fm, I am CMipwXropos, and hate Mankmcle* 
For thy part, I do wifh thou wercadogge, 
jhat I might louc tbec fomethmg. 

Ale. 1 know thee well: 
Butin thy Fortunes am vnlearn'd, and ftrange. 

Tm.l know thee too, and more then that I know chce 
Inotdefiretoknow. Follow thy DrumnJe^ 
With mans blood paint the ground Gulcs,G ulcs : 
Religious Cannons, ciuill Lawes are cruell, 
Then what fhould warrc be ? This fell whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deftruftion then thy Sword, 
For all her Chcrubin looke. 

Phrm. Thy lips rot off. 

Tim. I will not kiffc thee, then the ret returncs 
To thine owoe lippes againe. 

Ale. How came the Noble Timon to this change ? 

Tim. As the Moone do's,by wanting light to giue : 
But then renew I could not like the Moone, 
There were no Sunnesto borrow of. 

Ale. Noble 7Vra0»,what friendfliip may I do thee ? 

Tim. None,but to maintaine my opinion. 

Ale. What is it Timon? 

Tim. PromifemeFriendfnjp^utpeiformenone* 
If thou wilt not promifc,thc Gods plague thee, for thou 
art a man : ifthoudo'ft performe, confound thee, for 
thou art a man. 

Ale. I haue heard in fome fort of thy Miferies. 

Tim. Thou faw'ft them when I had profperttie. 

Ale, I fee them now, then was a blcffcd time, 

Tim. As thine ssnow,hcld with a brace of Harlots. 

Ttm.w. Is this th'Althenian Minion,whom the world 
Voic'd (o regardfully ? 

Tim. A r t th ou Timandra ? Timnn . Yc s . 

Tim.fte a whore ftill, they loue thee not that vfe theej 
giue them difeafes, leauvng with thee their Luft. Make 
vfeof thy fait houres,feafon theflaucs for Tubbcs and 
Bathes, bring downe Rofe-checkt yGUth to the Fubfaft, 
aud the Diet. 

Timan. Hang thee Monfter. 

Ale. Pardon him fwect Timandrafox his wits 
Arc drown'd and loft in his Calamities. 


j haus but littk Gold oflate, braue Ttmon % 
The want whereof, doth dayly make reuolc 
In my penurious Band. I haue heard and greeu'd 
How curfed Athens, mmdelcffc of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Nrighbour ftates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them. 
Tim. I prythee beate thy Drum,and get thee gone- 
Ale, I am thy Friend, and p:tty thee deere Timon. . 
Tim. How doeft thou pitty lum whom^doft troble, 
I had rather be alone. 

<s4lc. Vv r hy fare thee well s 
Hecre is fome Gold for thee. 
Jim. Keepcit, Icannor eatc it. 
Ale When I haue laid proud Athens on a heape. 
Tim. Warr'ft thou 'gainft Athens. 
Ale. IT^»,andhaue cau(e. 
Tim. The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after.when thou haft Conquer'd- 
Ale. Why me, Timon} 
Tim. That by killing of Villaines 
Thou vva*'t borne to conquer my Country. 
Put vp thy Gold. Go on,heeres Gold, go on; 
Be as a Plannetary plague,wben Joue 
Will o*re fome high-Vic J d City, hang his poy fon 
In the fickc ayre : let not thy fword skip one: 
Pitty not honourM Age for his white Beard, 
He is an Vfurer. Strike me the counterfeit Matron, 
It is her habitc onely, that is hone ft, 
Her felfe's a Bawd. 'Let not the Virgins cheekc 
Mike foft thy trenchant Sword -.forthofe Milkcpappcs 
Tbat through the window Bame bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the Le3fe of pu:y writ, 
But fet them down horrible Trsiton.Spare not the Babe 
Whofe dimpled fmiics from Fooles exhauft their mercy; 
Thinkc it a Baftard,whom the Oi acle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat fhall cut, 
And mince ic fansrcmorle. Sweare agcinft Obieft?, 
Put. Armour on tUne eares,and on thine eyes, 
Whofe proofe, nor yds of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Vefiments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a iot. There's Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large confufion : and thy fury fpent, 
Confounded be thy felfe. Spcake not, be gone. 

Ale. Haft thou Gold yet, lie take the Gold thou gi 
ueft me, not ail thy Counfeil. 

Tim. Doft thou or doft thou not, Heauens curfc vpon 
thee. 

Both. Giue vs fome Gold good 77w»,haft y more ? 
Tim. Enough to make a Whore forfweare her Trade, 
And to make Whores,a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts 
Your Aprons monncanc ; you are not Othable, 
Although I know you'l fweare, terribly fweare 
Into ftrong (hudders, and co heauenly Agues 
Ttfimmortall Gods that heare you.Sparc your Oathes : 
lie truft co your Conditions, be whores ftill. 
And he whofe pious breath feekes to conuerc you, 
Be ftrong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp, 
Let vour clofe fire predominate his fmoke, 
And be no tuiwe-coats : yet may your paincs fix months 
Be quite contrary, And Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd) no matter : 
Wearc them, betray with them ; Whore ftill, 
Paint till a horfe may my re vpon your face * 
A pox of wrinkles. 

'Both, Well,aioreGold,whatthen? 
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